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	BVS: THIS IS MY WORLD

A/N: Ok so I've never written a POV from Superman in the DCEU before so I decided to challenge myself and this is what resulted, I hope you enjoy this and thanks for reading and reviewing if you do.

Summary: He fights for this, he dies for this, he lives for this… Added scene, Superman POV after funeral.

**BVS: THIS IS MY WORLD**

The light…

He groans as he tries to open his eyes fully.

Where is he? What happened?

Pain shoots through his body as he tries to work his muscles, it feels like those moments after he had dragged the beast to space and they had been hit with the bomb.

_The beast_… _Doomsday_… _pain, argh, so much pain_…

The light… where is the sun? Why can't the light reach him?

His vision begins to clear but he is surrounded in darkness, where is he? He tries to push against the walls keeping him trapped in this position but he isn't strong enough yet.

He closes his eyes and he tries to think, what happened?

_Pain, argh so much pain… the green glow… slamming the spear into Doomsday… no, no he is going to escape… I have to pull its arm down to hold it in place… I have to die, I have to die… its ok, as long as they are ok, its ok… mum I'm going to miss you, oh how am I going to miss you… Lois, you are my world… dad, I'll see you soon… pain! Pain exploding in my chest… must hold on, MUST HOLD ON! IT MEANS THEIR LIVES! HOLD ON!... blackness…_

Clark's eyes snap open. He has to get out of here, he must make sure the beast is dead. Doomsday might have brought about whatever state he was in but he must make sure it is gone forever.

No one will ever be hurt by anything Kryptonian again.

Clark pushes against the roof of his coffin, he lets out a cry of pain, and it takes every last bit of strength he has to push the roof off. They haven't buried his coffin yet, it is probably the only thing that saved him from being trapped in that coffin for eternity as he doesn't know if he would have had the strength to push through the dirt as well.

Also it means he hasn't long been buried, which means that if the beast is still alive at least he can finish it off before it completely destroys his world.

When he gets to the top he collapses onto the grass from exhaustion. He has only ever felt this weak once before in his life, when he felt the effects of Kryptonite at the hands of the Batman, Bruce Wayne.

He grunts as he gets to his knees and crawls up and over the hill nearby the graveyard.

There he waits, he falls back onto the ground out of exhaustion and looks around. The long grass next to him sways in the gentle breeze, with his right hand he runs his hand along the top of it.

The beauty of his adopted planet awes him, as it always has. He loves everything on it, from the smallest blade of grass to the largest roving beast on this planet.

He fights for this, he dies for this, he lives for this…

He looks up as the sun starts to peek above the horizon and he smiles weakly. As the light hits him he feels himself strengthen, he closes his fist as he tests his strength.

He stands up, his legs are a little wobbly at first but he soon steadies. He bends at his knees slightly and then takes off. He smiles, he will never tire of the thrill of feeling the wind in his face, watching the ground get smaller and smaller as he climbs through the air, there is nothing like it in the world.

He heads to the farmhouse. His mother isn't home so he goes in and turns on the internet immediately searching for news of what happened.

SUPERMAN DEAD!

After scanning the headline he reads the first few paragraphs and breathes a sigh of relief upon realizing that he did indeed kill the beast that Luthor had created with the aid of the Kryptonian scout ship.

"Who the hell are you and what are you doing in my house?"

Clark eyes widen, when he turns around and his eyes meet his mother's she nearly collapses. The only thing that drops her from dropping onto the ground is the table beside her that she hangs onto.

"It's ok, I'm here, and I'm fine."

"How? How?" She mutters over and over as Clark guides her to the couch in the living room.

"I-I don't know, I just woke up inside my coffin…" He frowns, that has to be the strangest sentence he will ever utter in his life. His mother stands up and lifts her hand to touch his face, tears are running down her cheeks down.

"It really is you." She says and Clark pulls her into an embrace.

"I have to see Lois." He says as he pulls away, he doesn't want to leave her so quickly but he must let Lois know he is ok. His mother nods, as he is about to walk away she grabs his forearm.

"What you did Clark… I've never been more proud of you… and I know in my heart, your father would be proud as well. The man you've become, you are the light of my life, you are the light of this world."

He nods and heads out the door.

He loves this world, he loves all life. He knows deep within himself is willing die again to save another soul if he has to, because he's seen the worst, he's mourned deaths because of who, of what he is.

Never again.

He will be their hope, their example, _their light_…

He will always fight for hope.

He will always fight for them, until his last breath, every time.

He is Superman.


End file.
